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ble very well (said he) and shall choose for my- 
self.’ 


MUSICAL SKETCHES.—No. VIII. 
ORIGINAL AND SELECTED. 





Dr. Crotch’s Introductory Lecture continued.— 
Besides ignorance of principles and want of taste, 
the public are also led astray by authority, guided 
by fashion, and warped by prejudice: these temp- 
tations to false judgment, they only share with 
professed musical composers and critics; amongst 
whom some prefer and are devoted to the ancient, 
others to the oo Handel and Haydn, operas, 
oratorios, concerts, bave each their votaries, who 
eondemn ail bat their favored author or style; but 
the exclusive preference or choice is equally 
without reason and principle. 


The very simple and well known air, ‘Verdi 
prati,’ in Alcina, which was constantly encored. 
was at first sent back to Handel by Carestint, as 
too trifliag for him to sing; upon which, he went 
in a great rage to his lodgings, and, with a tone’ 
in which few composers except Handel ever ver 
tured to accost a first-rate singer, exclaimed, in 
his usual curious dialect, and with bis accustomed 
impetuosity, ‘you tog! dont I know bettor,as your- 
self, vaat is pest for you tosing? If you vill not 
sing all de song vaat I give you, L vill not pay 
you cin stiver.’ 





Performers, he considers, as incapable of a cor- 
rect judemeat, as they are generally guided by 
the aj plause they meet with; and he has accord- 
ingty heard a very indifferent song praised by the 
singer ‘as the best composition that ever appeared’ 
even good musicians, he scems to think, are not 
always competent judges; except, perhaps, in the 
department of music in which they excel: and 
that, therefore, instrumental performers are not 
good critics of vecal music. The insatiable thirst 
for novelty is a great mark, and one chief cause, 
of the corruption of musical taste; inducing com- 
posers to employ their talents in procuring tem- 
porary fame and profit; endeavoring to gratify, 
instead of reform, the public taste. To prescribe 
novelty altogether, however, would preclude all 
improvement; it is only capricious and wanton in- 
novation and disregard of all rules, which is to be 
deprecated; for the science of music, like musical 
instruments, may be susceptible of improvement, 
and capable of still higher perfection than has 
hitherto been attained. 
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The mest memorable musical events of 1723, 
were the arrival in England, of the admirable 
Giuseppe San Martini, whese performance on the 
hautbois, and composition, were alterwards so 
justly celebrated; and of John Clegg. a youth of 
nine years of age,no less remarkab!e for his early 
excellence on the violin, and subsequent insanity 
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Festing was the leader and chief conductor of 
Ranelagh, which had been planwed by the late 
Mr. Lacey, jonit patentee of Drury Lane theatre 
with Mr. Garrick, till his death. This performer, 
with very moderate talents, by good sense, pro- 
bity, prudent conduct, and a gentlemanly beha- 
vior, acquired an influence in his profession, at 
which hardly any musician of his class ever ar- 
rived. ‘Learn hence,’ says the truly respectable 
veieran, Dr. Burney, ‘ye young professors, that 
something else is necessary, besides musical tal- 
ents, to carry you respectably and comfortably 
through the world.’ 


Dr. Burney informs us, that he has frequently 
heard Handel, as pleasantly, as philosophically, 
console his friends, when, previous to the curtain 
being drawn up, they have lamented that the house 
was so empty, by saying, ‘never mind, de moosic- 
vil seund de petter.’ 


At the coronation of his late majesty, in 1727, 
Handel had words sent to him by the bishops, for 
the anthems, at which he murmured and took of- 
fence, as he thought it implied his supposed ignor- 
ance of the Holy Scriptures, ‘I havg read my Bi- 


II SF GALIIL GILLIS IS LIL LLL LOL IIE OLA LLII LE LG LIL PEDDLE LEI LEE DIDI S GOL OLE OD LDS LISIS SS GG GL 


No. 8. Vol. IV. 


¢- 2. 


RRS Do Te omomammitetiN « z = 
oie et) 


= 











60 Musical Sketches 
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In 1749, Theodora was so very unfortunately 
abandoocd, that he was glad, if any professors, 
who did not perform wonld accept of tickets, or 
orders, for admisssion. Two gentlemen of that 
description, having applicd te Handel, after the 
disgrace of Uheodora, for an order to hear the 
Messiah, he cried out, ‘oh! your sarvant, mien 
herrein! you are tamnable tainty! you would no 
co to Theodora---der vas room cnough to tance 
there, when that was perform.’ 

His late majesty, king George the second, was 
a steady patron of Handel, and constantly at- 
tended his oratorios. 

Mozart, of whose unrivalled talents, amounting 
almost to inspiration, we shall hereafter have oc- 
casion to speak, composed an opera for Milan at 
twelve years old! and Naumann, Maestro di Ca- 
pella at Dresden, worked his way through Italy 
at an early period of life. 

Sebastian Bach is. said by M. Marpurg ‘to be 
many great musicians in one: profound in science, 
fertile in fancy, and in taste easy and natural,’ 
To the last part of this encomium we cannot give 
our assent. On the contrary, his justly celebrated 
fugues are remarkably complicated, and are the 
result of much learning, and perhaps a_ little 
pedantry,constantly in search of difficulty, without 
the least attention to nature and facility. S. Bach 
was so fond of full harmony,that besides a constant 
and active use of the pedals, he is said to have put 
tlown such keys by a stick in his mouth, as were 
out of the reach of the united efforts of both hands 
and feet. He died at Leipsic, in 1754. 

In 1812, Catalani, Naldi, and Signor Fischer, 
who had lately arrived in England from St. Pe- 
tersburgh and now made his first appearance, per- 
formed the principal characters in an opera, by 
Paer, called Camilla. In this gentleman’s own 
idea he was evidently the first singer and hand- 
somest man in the universe: in ours, his person 
was a caricature of humanity, and his singing a 
burlesque upon the art, 
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The Artaxerxes of Metastasio, was performed 
in one Of the first theatres of Rome, ,with the 


music of Bertoni; the inimitable Pachiarotti, it t 
am not mistaken, executed the part of Abarces: 
during the third representation, at the famous 
judgment scene, in whic) the author had placed 
a short symphony after the words 
‘Eppur sono innocenti,’ 

the beauty of the situation, the music, the expres- 
sion of tle singer,had so enraptured the musicians, 
that Pachiarott# perceived, that after he had utter- 
ed these words, the orchestra did not proceed. Dis- 
pleased, he said angrily to the leader—‘*What 
are you about??? The leader, as if waked from a 
trance. sobbed out with great simplicity, ‘“‘we are 
crying.”’ In fact, not one of the preformers had 
thought of the passage, and all had their eyes fill; 
ed with tears, fixed on the singer, 


Haydn often saw,in London,the celebrated Mrs. 
Billington, whom he enthusiastically admired. He 
found her one day, sitting to Reynolds, the only 
English painter who had succeeded in portraits. 
He had just taken that of Mrs. Billington, in the 
character of St. Cecilia, listening to: the celestial 
music, as she is usually drawn. Mrs. Billington 
showed the picture to Haydn. “It is like,(said he,) 
but there is a strange mistake.’”—‘*What is 
that?” asked Reynolds, hastily?—‘* You have 
painted her listening to the angels, you ought to 
have represented the angels listening to her.” 
Mrs. Billington sprung up, and threw her arms 
around his neck, 

f———_—__] 


{By our Letter-Box.] 
WHAT MAID WOULD NOT WISH TO BEL 
THE SOVEREIGN LADY OF 20 KNIGHTS. 


Pleasant is the tale of other times—it sends my soul 
back to the ages of old—and to the days of othe: 
years. 

A NEW noveL—[ Continued. | 
Theodore recollecting his absence the ‘night 

before, was impatient to apologise for it—‘I will 

wear this suit,’ said he, taking up a new one, just 
brought him, It was a vest of sky blue admirably 
fitted to his shape—his well formed leg was cov- 
ered with a nicely made buskin, his collar tied at 
the throat could not conceal a white bosom, which 
corresponded with the colour vf his forehead, the 
rest of his face was shaded by a manly brown, 
cleared and animated with the fine red of his 
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cheek, yet downed over with the softness of youth. 
Just as sir Thomas had done speaking he entered 
the hall—he looked surprised, but not disconcert- 
ed on seeing the strangers, gracefully bowing to 
them, he approached his pupil, and bidding her 
good morrow, took her hand—Eudocia for the 
first time withdrew it—Theodore now confounded 
looked inquisitively in her face—It was averted 
from hin. 

Anna was surprised on beholding such a Cava- 
lier as ‘Vheodore in the rustic plains of Suzy--- 
She regarded him with earnest looks of admira- 
tion, and he had now time to return the compli- 
ment, he paid amply indeed the tribute which 
every heart of sensibility must yield to beauty. 
Sir ‘Vhomas entered into converse with him, ex- 
pecting amusement from the simplicity of his 
ideas; but was astonished to find all the deficiency 
his own, avhen serious subjects were started. 
Meanwhile Anna whispered Eudocia, 

“Who is that graceful youth: 

*'Pheodore’---said Eudocia simply. 

“Js he your knight?” 

“My knight!"*---repeated Eudocia, wanting 
comprehension, 


*Pwas Anna’s turn now to look surprised, for 
young as she was, she knew perfectly the science 
of love, and could not conceive it possible Eudo- 
cia should be ignorant of it. In truth Eudocia 
had not one idea of such a passion---As the sys- 
tem of it, she loved Theodore *twas true, and she 
loved madame Valere, she saw no difference. 
‘Theodore was somewhat wiser, and imagined the 
tenderness one feels for a mother, and for a youth 
passed eighieen, could not possibly flow from the 
same source, he drew a distinction ia his own 
mind, and then he stifled it, he wished not Eudo- 
cia should draw such, and he hugged the idea of 
madame Valere’s being as simple as her daughier. 





Anna now had sprang a new subject, to whici: 
her friend listened with breathless attention. 
What entertaining descriptions flowed from the 
ruby mouth of the relator, heightened by her live- 
ly imagination, such tales of court and pagentry; 
of lords and ladies, of knights and beauties, of tilts 
and tournaments, balls, spleidid trappings, jewels, 
lamps, all passed in rapid succession, and struck 
Eudocia with wonder. I thought, said she, a king 
sat on a throne of gold, holding a crown and scep- 
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tre, and looking as grave as wisdom’s self. “His 
nobles standing round him dumb with awe. At 
court L believed they planned sieges, and then 
all went to the wars. I supposed the ladies moat- 
ed up in old castles, and as for knights!---I heard 
nothing of them. 


Anna laughed at the oddity of her notions, then 
told her, every lady who had any pretentions te 
beauty had a knight, nay, twenty, perhaps am- 
bitious of the distinctiesn. 

“Then you have a knight doubtless.’’---Anna 
blushed, then smiling, 

“Will you give me but one---oh! more, I be- 
seech thee, sweet Eudocia.” 

“Why what wouldst thou do with more---I con 
ceive now it would be delightful to have aetrox 
Knight, but many---one could not love them all. 
surely.’? 

“Nor would I, if L could, St. Agnes forbid, but 
their weakness is my strength, their folly my 
triumph.” 

*That’s odd”---said Eudocia. 

“Not at al! so”’—said Anna. 

**I cannot comprehend it’’—cried Eudocia. 

“You will’—returned Anna. 

Theodore’s eyes met Eudocia’s. Her’s saught 
reconciliation. I should like it thought he, but she 
is capricious. Suppose, whispered vanity, she 
should see herself slighted in turn—lIt will grieve 
her, interrupted fondvess—Pish! said vanity, and 
he addressed himself to Anna, who with ease and 
vivacity supported the conversation—the French 
and English woman’s characteristic seemed here 
reversed, the former sat pensive, thoughtful, and 
but just apprised even of the term of gallantry— 
her time was not yet come.—Thie latter full as 
innocent, but better informed. She knew she was 
handsome, and expected to be beloved—she was 
so accustomed to be told she was; she ceased to 
be graicful for the assurance. It was a thing of 
course she thought, and though pleased with gal- 
lantry, she had a haughtiness of soul, which for- 
bade the slightest indecorum. A smile, a word, 
was sufficient for the crowd of adorers—that 
smile and word she allowed to Theodore, thought 
him handsome wiilst she looked—vut his figure 
dwelt only on her eye. Had Kudocia a spark in 
her composition which could by any means be 
wakened to so mean a sensation as envy, Theo- 
dore’s attention to Auna would have done it, but 
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her mind was too elegant for a principle so despi- 
cable to gain admittance, and she still meditated 
on the lords, knights, tilts and tournaments. 

**We have not those at Suzy, she sighed out, 
and what is a lute and book in exchange—and a 
band of music---it must surely be heavenly. Not 
one gilt or carved piece of luxury did | ever see, 
nor cloth of gold.” 

Every atom of femaleism was roused in her 
breast---she sighed again, looked through the 
iattice at the prospect, tarned from it disgusted, 
and dispirited sat down. ‘Theodore observed all 
her motions, and his vanity attributed them to 
another cause. Softened by the gloom on her fea- 
tures, he took her lute, and presented it to her, 
complimenting her execution at the same time;she 
pushed it pettislily from her. 

“I will accompany you”---said Theodore, 

‘*Insipid,” she replied---‘tell me again of cava- 
liers, courts and processions---do, dear Anna, lay- 
ing her face on her shoulder.’ 

“Would thou not like to behold tbem, said 
Anna---to leave this Suzy,---and be the sovereign 
lady of some twenty knights?” OLERON, 

[ Zo be continued. | 


ANECDOTES. 

At a venison feast, sir J. Reynolds addressed 
his conversation to one of the company who sat 
next to him, but to his great surprise could not 
get a single word in answer, until at length his 
silent neighbor, turning to him, said, ‘Mr. Rey- 
nolds, whenever you are at a venison feast, I ad- 
vise you not to speak during dinner time, as in 
endeavoring to answer your questions, I have just 
swallowed a fine piece of the fat, entire, without 
“asting its flavor.’ 





(From the World.) 
TO ANNA MATILDA. 


And arg.thou then, alas! like me 

Ofspring of frail mortality? 

Must ruthless time’s rude touch efface 
Each lovely featyre’s varying grace? 

And must tow’rds earth that form incline, 
And e’en those eyes forbear to shine? 
Yet, when with icy hand he throws, 
Amongst thine auburn locks, his snows, 
The freezing influence ne’er shall dart, 
To chill thy warmly-beating heart; 
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And scorning death’s oblivious hour, 
Thou shalt exuolt beyond his pow’r. 
Methinks, as passion drives along, 

As trantic grown, I feel thy song; 
Leger I'd traverse Lybia’s plain. 

The tawny lion’s dread domain 

To meet thee there, nor flagging fear, 
Should ever on my cheek appear; 

For e’en the foresv’s king obcys 
Majestic woman’s potent guze. 

Or lefLon some resourceless shore, 

W here never-ceasing billows roar; 
With teeming clouds, and heavy hajl, 
And furious hurricanes assail, 

Far to the pole—while half the year, 
On Ebon throne sits night severe; 

And to her solitary court, 

Sea-fowl, and monsters fierce resort— 
£’en there, Matilda! there with thee, 
Impending horrors all should flee; 

Thy lustre of poetic ray, 

Should wake an artificial day. 

Sure thou wert never doom’d to knqw 

W hat pangs from care, and danger flow; 
But fairest scenes thy thoughts employ, 
And art, and science, bring thee joy. 
The quick’ning sense, the throb divine, 
Fancy, and feeling, all are thine; 

*Tis thine, by blushing summer led, 

A show’r of roses round thee shed, 

To hie thee forth at morn’s advance, 

In wild excess of rapt’rous trance; 

And see the sun’s proud deluge stream, 
In copious tides of golden beam; 

While faint his sister-orb on high, 
Fades to a vapour of the sky. 

When gradual evening comes, to hide, $ 
In sabling shades, crEaTion’s pride, 
When heaving hills, and forests drear, 
And less’ning towns, but scarce appeaw 
While the last ling’ring western glow, 
Hangs on the lucid lake below, ; 
Then trivial joys (I deem) forgot, 
Thou lov’st to seek the humble cot, ; 
To scatter comfort’s balm arouud, By 
And heal pale poverty’s deep weund, a 
Drive sickness from the languid bed, 





Raise the lorn widow’s drooping head, x 
Render the new-made mother blest, Es 
And snatch the infant to thy breast. : 


O Anna, then, if true thou say, 

Thy radiant beauties steal away, 

Yet shall I never fail to find 

Eternal beauties in thy mind. 

To those | offer up my vows, 

And love, which virtue’s self allows, 
Unknown, again thou art ador’d, 

As once by him, thy ‘bosom’s lord.’ 


DELLA CRUSCA, 
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Our Musical friends are sympathetically re- 
quested to pardof the aim ission of music in this 
week’s No. owing to a most wnavcoidable circum- 
stance, the particulars of which will soon be made 
known, thro’ the medium of the daily papers, 
much to the exposure of a well-known character, 
in this city, for his swindling, if not villainy. 
The omission will be made good by an Extra sheet 
of music. 


Mrs. Garrick, the widow of the late David 
Garrick, Esq. though in her 106th year, visited 
the Covent Garden theatre, London, no less than 
three times in the course ef one week in the 
month af March last. 


A NIGHT OF HORROR. 
( Concluded.) 

Was it not strange, that during all this time 
the image of my beloved tviends at home never 
once flashed across my mind?) My thoughts had 
never escaped beyond the narrow and dim hori- 
zon of the sea, at least never beyond that fatal 
ship. But now I thought of home, and the blessed 
things there, and so intensely bright was that flash 
of heavenly images, that for a moment my heart 
filled with happiness. It was terrible when the cold 
and dashing waves broke over me in that insane 
dreaming fit, and awoke me to the conviction 
that there was nothing in store for me but an icy 
and lingering death, and that I, who had so much 
to live for, was seemingly on that sole account 
most miserably to perish. 

What a war of passions perturbed my soul! 
Had I for this kept my heart full of tenderuess, 
pure, lofty and heroic, for my best-beloved and 
fong-betrothed? Had God kept me alive through 
fevers and plagues, and war and earthquake, thus 
to murder me at last? What mockery was all 
this? What horror would be in my gray-haired 
parents’ house when they came to hear of my 
doom? ‘O Theresa! Theresa!’ And thus I wept 
and turmoiled through the night. Sometimes I had 
little or no feeling at all---sullen and idealess. I 
wished myself drowned at once---yet life was still 
sweet; and to my weakened state I must have fal- 
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len from my frail vessel and been swallowed up, 
had Lnot, though even now I cannot remember 
when or how, bound myself to it. I had done so 
with great care---but a fit of despair succeeding, 
I forgot the circumstance entirely, and in that 
situation Jooked at myself with surprise and 
wonder. 


That I had awful thoughts of the eternity into 
which I felt gradually sinking, is certain; but it f% 
wonderful how faintly I thought of the future 
world. All such thoughts overthrown by alternate 
hope and despair Connected with this life. Once, 
when I had resigned myself to death, and was 
supplicating the mercy of our Redeemer, I thought 
I heard the shrill cry of sea-birds flying over my 
head, and instantly I returned again to ghe hope 
of life. O for such wings! but mine I thought were 
broken, and like a wounded bird I lay floating 
powerless on the waves. 

The night before I had a severe rheumatism in 
my head, and now remembered that I had some- 
where about me a phial of laudanum. 1 swallowed 
the whole of it—and ere long a strange effect was 
produced. I fell into a delirium, and I felt a wild 
pleasiire in dancing along over the waves. I im- 
agined myself in a vessel and on a voyage, and 
had a dreamy impression that there was connect- 
ed with it something of glory. ‘Then I believed, 
in a moment after, that I had been bound, thrown 
overboard, and forsaken, by a mutinous crew. 
As these various fancies alternated, I recollect, in 
my delirium, bursting out into loud peals of laugh- 
ter—singing to myself—and huzzaing with a 
mad kind of enjoyment. ‘Then, suddenly, a cold 
tremulous sickness would fall on me---a weight of 
sadness and despair. Every now and then there 
came these momentary flashings of reality; but the 
conviction of my personal identity soon gave way 
to these wilder fits, and | drifted along through 
the moonless darkness of the roaring night, with 
all the fierce exultation of a raving mad-man. No 
wonder. The laudanum, the cold, the wet, the 
dashing, the buffetting, the agony, were enough 
to account for all this, and more than my soul 
dare even now to shadow out to her shuddering 
recollection. But as God pitied the miscrable, so 
also has he forgiven the wicked thoughts of that 
unimaginable night. 

During one of these delirious fits,---whether it 
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was a dream or a reality I know not,---but me- 
thought I heard te most a: gelical music that 
ever breathed from tieaven. It seemed to come on 
the winds---to rise up from the sea--- so melt 
down from the sturiny clouds. It was at last like 
a full band of instrumental music, soft, deep, wild, 


such as f have heard playing on board a ship of 


war. I saw a white gleam through the snow---l 
heard a rushing noise with the music,---and the 
glotious ghost of a ship went roaring past me, all 
illuminated with lamps---her colors flying---every 
sail set, and her decks crowded with men. Per- 
haps a real ship sailed by with festivity on board. 
Ov was ita vision? Whatever it was, 1 felt no re- 
pining when it passed me by; it seemed something 
Wholly lien to me; the delirium bad swallowed up 
all fear, all selfishness, the past and future were 
alike forgotten, and I kept floating along, self- 
questioned no jonger, assured that } was somehow 
or other a part of the waves and the teapest, and 
that the wonderful and beauteous visioa that bad 
sailed by me was an aboriginal creature of the 
ocean, ‘There was unspeakable pride and gran- 
deur in this detirium. [ was more intensely cen- 
scious of a brightened existence than I ever was 
in the most glorious dream, and instead of fearing 
death, [felt as if I were immortal. 

This deliriim, I think, must have gradually 
subsided during a kind of sleep, for I dimly re- 
eollect mixed images of pain and pleasure, land 
and sea, storm and calm, tears and laughter. I 
thought [had a companion at my side, even her 
I best loved; now like an angel comforting me, and 
now like myself needing to be comforted, lying 
on my bosom cold, drenched, despairing, and in- 
sane, and uttering, with pale quivering lips, the 
most horrid and dreadful imprecations. Once I 
heard, methought,a voice crying below the waves, 
‘hast thou forgot Theresa?’ And looking down, I 
saw something like the glimmering of a shroud 
come slowly upwards, from a vast depth, to the 
surface of the water. I stooped down to embrace 
it, and in a moment a ghastly blue-swollen face, 
defeatured horribly, as if by gnawing teeth of sea- 
monsters, dashed against mine, and as it sunk 
again, I knew well to whom bclonged the black 
streaming hair. But 1 awoke. The delirium was 
gone, and I was at once a totally different crea- 
ture. I awoke into a low, heartless, quaking, 
quivering, fear-haunted, cowardly, and weeping 
despondency, in which all fortitude was utterly 
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prostrated. The excitement had worn out my 
very soul. A corpse rising out of a cold clammy 
grave could not have been more wo-begone, spivit- 
less, bloodless. Every thing was seen in its ab- 
solute dreadful reality. I was a castaway—no 
hope of rescue. It was broad day-light, and the 
storm had ceased; but clouds lay round the hori- 
zon, and no land was to be seen. What dreadful 
clouds! Some black as pitch, and charged with 
thunder: others like cliffs of fire; and here and 
there all streamed over with blood, It was indced 
a sullen, wrathful and despairing sky. 

The sun itself was a dull brazen orb, cold, 
dead and beamless. IL beheld three ships afar off, 
but all their heads were turned away from me. 
For whole hours they would adhere motionless to 
the sea, while I drifted away from them; and then 
a rushing wind would spring up, and carry them 
one by one into the darkness of the stormy dis- 
tance. Many birds came close to me, as if to flap 
me with their large spreading wings, screamed 
round and round me, and then flew away in their 
strength, and beauty, and happiness. 

I now felt myself indeed dying. A calm came 
ever ine. | prayed devoutly for forgivness of my 
sins, and for all ny friends on earth. A ringing 
was in my ears, and L remember only the hollow 
fluctuations of the sea with which E seemed to be 
blended, ‘and a sinking down an unfathomable 
depth, which I thought was death, and into the 
kingdom of the eternal future. 

I awoke from insensibility and oblivion with a 
hidious racking pain in my head-and loins, and 
in a place of utter darkiess. I heard a voice say, 
‘Praise the Lord.’ My agony was dreadful, and 
I cried aloud. Wan, glimmering, melancholy 
lights kept moving to and fro. lL heard dismal 
whisperings, and now and then a pale silent ghost 
glided by. A hideous din was over head, and 
around me the fierce dashing of the waves. Was 
Lin the land of spirits? But why strive to recount 
the mortal pain of my recovery, the soul hum- 
bling gratitude that took possession of my being? 
I was lying in the cabin of a ship, and kindly at- 
tended by a humane and skilful man. I had been 
picked up apparently dead and cold. The hand 
of God was there. Adieu, my dear friend. It is 
now the hour of rest, and I hasten to fall down on 
my knees before the merciful Being who took pity 
upon me, and who, at the intercession of our Re 


deemer, may, | hope pardon all my sins. 
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TO THE MOON. 


yhat is it that gives thee mild qneen of the night, 
That secret intelligent grace? 

O why should I gaze with such tender delight 
On thy fair but insensible face? 


What gentle enchantment possesses thy beam, 
Beyond the warm sun shine of day? 

Thy bosom is celd as the glittering stream, 
Where dances thy tremulous ray. , 


Canst thon the sad heart of its sorrow beguile, 
Or gricf'’s fond indulgence suspend? 

Yet where is the mourner but welcomes thy smile, 
And loves thee almost as a friend? 


The tear that looks bright on thy beam as it flows’ 
Unmov’'d thou dost ever behold; 

The sorrow that loves in thy light to repose, 
To thee it has never been told. 


And yet thou dost soothe me, and ever I find, 
While watching thy gentle retreat, 

A moonlight composure over the mind, 
Poetical, pensive, and sweet. 


I think of the years that forever are fled, 
Of follies by others forgot;- 

Of joys that have vanish’d, of hopes that are dead, 
Of friendships that were, and are not 


I think of the future—still gazing the while 
As thou could’st those secrets reveal; 

But ne’er dost thou grant an encouraging smile, 
To answer the mournful appeal. 


Those beams that so bright through my casement 
To far distant scenes they extend; [appear, 
I}lumine the dwellings of those that are dear, 
And sleep on the grave of my friend. 


Then still I must love thee, mild queen of the night, 
Since feeling and fancy agrce 

‘To make thee a source of unfailing delight, 
A friend and a solace to me. 





Writen after passing an evening with E. W. R. A. 
#%%, €5q. the finest person the author ever saw. 


Who that has seen the breathing stone, 
Or loved the Rhodian art, - 

Or heard the bard’s enraptured tone 
Still dearer to the heart,— 

Who that has ever felt that fire, 
Which prompts the minstrel’s lays, 

Can sink to rest, nor strike the lyre 
One moment to thy praise. 

Thus, ere his guilt, sweet Paris stray’d 
Thro’ Ida’s wandering groves, 
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L.re yet GEnone, constant maid! 
Weeps that he’s false but loves, 
Thus, from the bat) young Phaon came 
With that divine infusion 
All glowing, to the Lesbian dame, 
Like a bright dream’s illusion, 
ike thine around his yellow hair 
The fond light lov’d to play, 
Like thine his lips allured the air 
That came more fresh away. 
Like thee he towered, his blue eye beata’d 
Like thine, a matchless grace 
So o’er his form soft floating, seemed 
To veil it’s powerfulness : 
And yet,not so—had Phaon shone 
So fair, Apollo’s pride 
Had never such a rival borne 
And Sapho had not died. M. 


°> 


ANECDOTES. 


A Spanish poet celebrating the black eyes oP 
his mistress,declares in the quaint style of his age, 


that they were in mourning for the murders they 


had committed. 


_A sprightly miss asked a young gentleman, 
em viewing the beautiful flowers of her garden, 
which hethought prettiest, the rose or tulips? “O, 
your two lips,” he replied, “‘before all the roses in 
the world.” 


A wag observing a fellow steal a fish and pué 
it under his jacket ‘which was too short to conceal 
the theft, whispered to the purloiner, in future, 
either to wear a longer jacket, or steal a shorter 
fish. 

A hasty passionate fellow was supping with a 
friend who never contradicted him, not wishing to 
provoke his wrath. Unable to endure this acquies- 
cence he at last burst out.‘ D—n it,deny something, 
that I may know there are two of us.” 


nt 


“A person might make a very excellent book of 
that of which you know nothing,” said a would-be 
wit, to one with whom he was arguing.“ A person 
might make a very bad book of that which you 
know,” was the reply. 
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LIST OF MUSIC,: 


Published at this office, since the first of January 
last, at 124 cents each piece. 

Oh! Cruel! 

© still Remember Me, by H. C. Lewis, Music ex- 
tracted from Mr. Philipp’s Ballad entitled “ The 
Blooming Rose at early morn.” 

Blow, blow, thou Winters wind— Dr. Arne, 

Whither my Love, sung by mrs. French, 

Roy’s Wife of Aldivalloch, sung by Mrs. French, 

Will you be Mine, 

Vale of Avoca, by Moore, 

What Girl but loves the merry Tar, 

Jesu! Saviour of my soul, 


Is there a heart that never lov’d,sung by Mr. Philipps. 


Tho’ love is warm awhile, sung by Mr. Philipps. 
Ahsure a pair was never seen, sung by Mr. Philipp 
Bewildered Maid, sung by Mr. Philipps. 

Love’s Young Dream, sung by mr. Philipps. 
Youug Henry, or Love aud Glory, sung by nmr. 

Brenan. 

Isabe!, my Love, by LL. C. Lewis. 

Villagce Maids I stray, sung by mrs. De Luce. 
Bruce’s Address, sung by mr. fncledon. 
Sailors Last Whistle, sung by mr. Incledon. 


‘he Heert of Charity, by H. C. Lewis. 

We si all live tegether Laddie! 

Do not Delay, my Love, by H.C, Lewis, Music by 
olorace. 


ENGRAVED MUSIC, 
Just Reccived and for Sale as above, at the following 
Reduced Prices. 

At 18 cents each (2 pages.) 
Oh! Crue}! 
Brunswick Waltz, arranged by F. A. Wagler, 
Willig’s Waltz, No. | and 2, 
Queen of Prussia’s Wa!tz, composed by Himmet, 
Mozart’s Waltz, 
Three Waltzes and Rondos, 
Capron’s Ronda, arranged by A. Reinagle, 
Baron of Moubray, 
Tyrolese song of Liberty, by T. Moore esq. 
At morning dawn the Hunters rise, sung by mrs. 

Purke. 
Blue-cyed Stranger, 
Washington Guards, written by J. F. Wells, 
Gale of Love, composed by Z. Mazzingher, 
Maid of Athens, by Lord Byron, musie by Horsley, 
Beech Tree’s Petition, by Campbell, music by R. 
Taylor, 

Wreath of Roses, composed by B. Carr. 

At 25 cents each (3 pages,) 
Cottage Rondo, composed by M. Holst, 
Geitly touch the warbling lyre, 
Mary’s Willow, 
Blue-cyed Youth, 
Minsivel’s Harp, from the Lay of the Last Minstrel, 
When LIroved a young Highlander,'by Lord Byron, 

At 374 cents, (4 pages,) 

P.c Retour de Cambridge Romanee et Rondo. 
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At 50 cents, (5 pages.) 
Swiss Waltz with 4 variations, 
Medley, with the most favorite airs and variations, by 
1. C, Moller. 
At 623 cents, (6 pages.) 
Lord Wellington’s Military Divertimento, by M. 
Holt. 
At $2-50, (29 pages.) 
Six Sonatinas, progressive for the Piano-Forte, by 
Steibelt. 


WANTED, 

An Errand Boy, who can read and write well. 
None need apply without satisfactory recommen- 
dations. A reasonable salary will be allowed. 
Apply at this office. June 14, 1819. 


LOST. 

On board the Steam-boat, between Baltimore anc 
this city, a small red moroca Pocket-Book, contain~ 
ing a Deed of Trust, and a certificate of another, and 
some Accounts, kc. with about $20 in Phiiadelphia 
Notes, one 5 dollar note torn in two, anda letter toa 
stone-cutter. 

Whoever will return the same to the captain of the 
Boat, or to this office, with or without the money, 
shall receive $ 5 dollars reward, and no questions 
Lost about the first of May. 


NEW SONG BOOKS, 

The First and Second Volumes, of the New Uni- 
versal Weekly Song-Book, containing spout five 
hundred fashionable and favorite songs, 

Bound in Boards, 
For Sale, as above, Price 75 cents per Volume. 
ALSO, 

A variety of Stationery, among which are very 
cheap Pencils, excellent Ink Powder, and small wa- 
fers which will be sold uxcammonly low, 

Mr. Lewis has also about S00 Novels to lend by 
the week, &c. on the usual terms, viz, 63 cents per 
volume. 


= mt # °° °° 
LITERARY & MUSICAL 
MAGAZINE. 


This paper contains 8 quarto pages, printed every 
Monday. A part, not exceeding 2 pages, is always de- 
voted to Music, and the remainder to useful and en- 
tertaining LireERArURE. 

Terms, One dollar per quarter, in advance. 

eco Orders from distant parts, addressed to KH. 
C.Lewis,272 Market-st. enclosing the amount of sube 
scription, (POST-PAID,) attended to immediately. 

Philadelphia, Pa., April, 1819. 

*,% PRINTERS who publish the above, 3 times e- 
very quarter, shall receive the work as fard for, 

Bnstead of exehange. H. €. LEWS. 


asked. 





